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LIVE TALES OF THE DIAMOND 2:(Copyntfit. HIS)

T was about the sixth inning thatI I suspected the Rube of weaken
ing. 1'or that matter ne naa

not pitched anything resembling his
usual brand of baseball. But the Rube
had developed into such a wonder in
the box that it took time for his let-

down to dawn upon me. Also it took
a tip from Raddy, who sat with me

on the bench.
"Con, the Rube isn't himself to-

day," said Radbournc. "His mind's
not on the game. He seems hurried
and flustered, too. If he doesn't ex-

plode presently, I'm a dub at callin'
ihc turn."

RaHHv u the best illdcc ol a
pitcher's condition, physical or men-

tal, in the I.astcrn League. It was a

Saturday and we were on the road
and fimshinc up a scries with the
Rochesters. Each team had won and
lost a game, and. as I was climbing
close to the leader:, in the pennant
race, I wanted the third and decid-

ing game of that Rochester series.
The usual big Saturday crowd was in

attendance, noisy, demonstrate and
exacting.

In this sixth inning the first man
tip for Rochester had flied to McCall.

Then had come the two plays sig-

nificant of the Rube's weakening. He
had hit one batter and walked an-

other This was sufficient, consider-

ing the score was three to one in our
faor, to bring the audience to its
feet with a howling, stamping demand
for runs.

"Spears is wise all right," said
Raddy.

I watched the fow old captain
walk ocr to the Rube and talk to
linn while he rested a reassuring
band on the pitcher's shoulder. The
crowd yelled its disapproval and Um-

pire Bates called out sharply:
"Spears, get back to the bag."
".Vow. Mister Umpire, ain't I hur-ru- n'

all I can?" queried Spears as
he Icisurclv ambled back to first.

The Rube tossed a long, damp,
welt of hair back from his big brow
and nervously toed the rubber. I
noted that he seemed to forget the
runners on ba . and delivered the
ball without glancing at either bag.
Of course this resulted in a double
steal. The ball w ent wild almost a
wild pitch.

"Steady up, old man," called Gregg
between the jells of the bleachers.
He held his mitt square over the
plate lor the Rube to pitch to. Again
the long twirler took his swing, and
again the ball went wide. Clancy
bad the Rube in the hole now and
the situation began to grow serious.
The Rube did not take halt his usual
deliberation, and of the next two
pitches one of them was a ball and
the other a strike by grace of the
umpire's generosity. Clancy rapped
the next one, an absurdly slow pitch
tor the Rube to use. and both run-
ners scored to the shrill tunc of the
happy bleachers

I saw Spears shake his head and
look toward thr bench. It was nlain
what that meant.

iacinv, i ouglit to take the Kune
out," 1 said, 'but whom can I put in?
,l on worked esterday Cairns' arm
i sore It's got to be nursed And
Henderson, that ladies' man 1 just
signed, is not in uniform "

i ii go in, replied Kauav, in
stantly

"Not on vour lilc" I had as hard
a tunc keeping Radbournc from over-
working as 1 had in getting enough
work out of some other plajcrs. "I
guess I'll let the Rube take Ins medi-

cine I hate to lose this game, but
if wc have to. we can stand it. I'm
curious, anvw.n, to see what's the
in ittcr with the Rube Mavhc he'll
s. tile flown pre-cnt- lv "

I made no sign that I had noticed
. ptaiV appeal io the bench And
" v aggressive plajci-- , no doubt sce-- n

the situation as I saw it, sang out
tin ii arious tails of cheer to the
Ri.lic ami of dctuiiLC to their an- -

lagonists tlaniv stole off first ba'Ci
so far that the Rube, latihiug some
bodv s warning too late, made a balk
.mil the umpire sent the runner on to
second The Rube now showed pain-
ful evidences of being rattled

He could not locate the plate with-

out slowing up and when he did that
a Rochester plaver walloped the ball.
Pretty soon he pitched as if he did
not care, and but for the fast fielding
of the team behind him the Roche-
ster would have scored more than
the eight runs it got. When the Rube
came in to the bcnih I asked him
if he was Vick and at first he said
he was and then that he was not.
Su I let him pilch the remaining
innings, as the game was lost any-
how, and we walked off the field a
badly beaten team.

That night wc bad to hurry from
the hotel to catch a train for Worces-
ter and we had dinner in the dining-ca- r.

Several of my players' wives
had come over from Worcester to
meet us, and were in the dining-ca- r

when I entered. I observed a pretty

girl sitting at one of the tables with
my new pitcher, Henderson.

"Say, Mac," I said to McCall, who
was with nic, "is Henderson mar-
ried?"

"Naw, but he looks like he wanted
to be. He was in the grand stand
today with that girl."

"Who is she? Oh! a little peach!"
A second glance at Henderson's

companion brought this compliment
from me involuntarily.

"Con, you'll get it as bad as the
rest of this mushy bunch of ball
players. We're all stuck on that kid.
But since Henderson came she's been
a frost to all of us. An' it's put the
Rube in the dumps"

"Who's the girl?"
"That's Nan Brown. She lives in

Worcester an' is the craziest girl fan
I ever seen. Flirt! Well, she's got
them all beat. Somebody introduced
the Rube to her. He has been mooney
ever since."

That was enough to whet my
and I favored Miss Brown

with more than one glance during
dinner. When wc returned to the
parlor car I took advantage of the
opportunity and remarked to Hen-
derson that he might introduce his
manager. He complied, but not with
amiable grace.

So I chatted with Nan Brown, and
studied her. She was a pretty, laugh-

ing, coquettish little minx and quite
baseball mad. I had met many girl
fans, but none so enthusiastic as Nan.
But she was wholesome and sincere,
and I liked her.

Before turning in I sat down be-

side the Rube. He was very quiet
and his face did not encourage com-

pany. But that did not stop me.
"Hello, Whit; have a smoke be-

fore jou go to bed?" I asked cheer-

fully.
He scarcely heard me and made

no move to take the proffered cigar.
All at once it struck mc that the
rustic simplicity which had charac-
terized him bad vanished.

"Whit, old fellow, what was wrong
today?" I asked, quietly, with my
hand on his arm.

"Mr. Connelly, I want my release.
I want to go back to Rickettsville,"
he replied hurriedly.

For the space of a few seconds I
did some tall thinking. The situation
suddenly became grave. I saw the
pennant for the Worcesters fading,
dimming.

"You want to go home'" L began
slowly. "Why, Whit, I can't keep

ou. I wouldn't try if you didn't
want to stay. But I'll tell you confi-

dentially, if jou leave mc at this
stage I'm ruined"

"How's that?" he inquired, keenly
looking at nit

"Well, I can't win the pennant
without vou. If I do win it there's
a big bonus for mc. I can buy the
house I want and get married this
fall if I canturc the flag Wi've
met Milh--. You can imagine what
your pitching means to mc this year.
That's all."

He averted his face and looked out
of the window. His big jaw quivered

"If it's that win, I'll stay, I

reckon." he said huskily.
That moment bound Whit Hurtle

and Frank Connelly into a far closer
relation than the one between play-

er and manager. I sit silent for a

while, listening If) the drowsy talk
of the other plajcrs and the rush
anil roar of the tram as it sped on

into the night.
"Thank vou. old chap." I replied.

"It wouldn't have been like jou to
throw mc down at this stage. Whit,
vou're in trouble'"

'Ve5"
"Can I help vou in any waj "

"I rcikon not "

"I)ont be too sure 01 that. I'm a

prettv wise guj, if I do say it nij-scl- l.

I might be able to do as much
for vou as vou're going to do for
me

The sicht of bis face convinced
, , . i .. ..

mc that l nan taken a uu i...
It aKo showed mc how deep Whit's
trouble rcall was. I bade him good
night and went to uy berth, where
sleep did not s00n visit inc. A saucy,
sparkling-cjc- d woman barred Whit
Hurtle's baseball career at its thres-

hold '
Women arc just as fata! to ball

plavers as to men in any other walk
of life. I had seen a strong athlete
grow palsied just at a scornful
slight. It's a great world, and the
women run it. So I lay awake rack-

ing my brains to outwit a pretty
and 1 plotted for her sake.

Married, she would be out of mis-

chief. For Whit's sake, for Milly's,
for mine, all of which collectively
meant for the sake of the pennant,
thi woulc be the solution of the
problem.

I decided to take Milly into my
confidence, and finally on the
strength of that I got to steep. In
the morning I went to my hotel, had
breakfast, attended to my mail, and
then boarded a car to go out to
Milly's house. She was waitng for
me on the porch, dressed as I liked
to see her, in blue and white, and

?:;

VII-T-HE RUBE'S
WATERLOO

she wore violets that matched the
color of her eves.

"Hello, Connie. 1 haven't seen a
morning paper, but I know from
jour face that jou lost the Roches-
ter scries." said Millj, with a gay
laugh.

'I guess jcs. The Rube blew up,
and if wc don't plaj- - a prcttj- - smooth
game, joung ladv he'll never come
dow n.

Then 1 told her.
"Why. Connie, I knew long ago

Haven't vou seen the change in him motive, for the good of all concerned.
before this'" 4 we believed, and on the squat c. 1

"What change'" I asked blanklj". sneaked a look now and then up into
"You are a man. Well, he was a the grand stand. Milly and Nan ap-

gawkj-- . slouchy, shy farmer boyipcarcd to be gettingon famously. It
when he came to us. Of course the' was certain that Nan was flushed
city life and popularity began to in-- 1 and evened, no doubt consciously
fluence him. Then he met Nan. She proud of being sien with my af-
made the Rube a worshiper. I first, fianced fler the game I chanced
noticed a change in his clothes. Me to miet tlieiu on then vv.iv out
blossomed out in a new suit, white lillj winked at mc, which was her
neglige, neat tic and a stybsn straw sipu that all was working bcauli -

liat. I hen it was evident he was I

wwmh mm nwa iiim'miiiiii
t Ml 'in mil iarnH3ji
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He looked like a man

making heroic struggles to over-
come his awkwardness. It was plain Ii

be was studj'ing and copving the
other boys. Jit's wonderfully

but still sin He'll alwavs

leave
I
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a Then we went upon
gooil hotel balinnv to and

"But, I I

Rube's good I Whit, a siroKc
,,cr'''" I

what's feci,
She t help i afmd , ,

vaMIC uay u,lcn
Whit a shin chance. .njav Ml,y Kdeep learn Brown.fancj I

I)o( torriIllc I
him. one ,hlnk a

I she to
like verj- - well

jours. is a
fellow and smooth Whit is
to linn. Nan flash,

the Rube had been
down in mouth since Hen-
derson joined the team. Milly 1 don't
like a whole lot.

in class as a
What I going to do' Lose the

and a slice of purse
money a pretty little flirt?"

"Oh, it's not so bad as
Whit come round

"He won't unless wc some
wires. I've got to help him win Nan
Brown. What do think of that
for a job? I

doesn't call
and cunning! But

hand them a few tricks
I My first move will be to
give his

I left Milly, once more
able to "make light

Monday I gave Henderson
release. He celebrated the
verifying certain rumors

heard from other

f 1

---

He drunk But he did
town, and heard that he was

vMth I'rovidcncc for a plate
on that team.

Radbournc pitched one of his gilt
games that against

and we won. nd Milly
sat in the stand, having con
trived with cleverness to get a scat
next to .cn Brown. Milh and
were plaving vastly deeper
than game with hearts.

lit we were pl.tviiig with honest

fully

b J

Mi--7pJVV- ,'J

7, mTmiI JratZ

had lost the one thing worth

hunted up the Rube ami bundled
oil to lie hott to take dmiur

with mc was glum, but
after while he brighleiicil up some- -
what to in persistent cheer anil

it

ou've quit ou've a vellow
N ou've lain down

"Mv bov that the vvaj- - to win
to Millv

told mc how she bad

ihiiimw hmii viiSUMfWMMIm)SmimWmmtSmiwmwmmFwamm.

f

be shv. Connie, Whit's fine fel- - friendliness out
low. too Nan Brown" tin smoke,

Millj," interrupted, "the there made m plaj
bard hit. Win is he too I'm puling for jou.

for Now listen and d n't he offended.
",Xa," T. .1 atr.a,,l,nr" ,ll,r.1'" Ml,lviUow put vou off vour

can it. ,,, wshas an ,la(, cllrs;)ln(. lost
not scc enough to .lnjL(llir lca,l over That's
fine Nan tired kf) ,ilollKh darcsaj jouquickly of though the tunc, ,,--

,
iat.lstro,,lic Because

saw them together appeared
him This new pitcher

of Henderson, handsome
losing

likes flattcrj--,

excitement."
"McCall toltl mc

the ever

Henderson He's
not the Rube's pitcher.

am
pennant big

just for
Connie,

that. will all right.
can pull

manager's guess maybe
pennants for

diplomatic genius
I'll before

lose.
Henderson release."

as always,
of discourage-

ments and difficulties.
his un-

conditional
occasion by
I had managers.

rrrr

got not
ne-

gotiating

edged afternoon
Ilarttoril

grand

game
ImscImII- -

it

who

tirst lie

streak.
isn't

ciri got
jestcrday

for

replied ,,u
You've

Nan
qualities.

winning

anothcr in the evolution

J'vc
"an I

don't cantake some
rube things

come for but
"

It was about dark when wc arrived
at the house

"Hello. Connie You're late. Good

nil

cv niing, lr. Hurtle Lome riglit in.
ou've net Miss Nan Brown? Oh

0f course, how stupid of me!"
h was a trjmg moment for Milly

land little pallor showed inl
(rr t lie Rube's tan, but he was more
loninoseil than I had expected. Nan
got up fnim the piano. She was all
in white and debciously pretty. She
gave a quick, gl.m of surprise

a rebel that was to my troubled
iiiniil' l.verjthing had
upon a rial honest liking for Whit,

.aud she had it.
More than once I had been proud

of cleverness, but this night
as hostess and accomplice she
won my everlasting admiration. 'She
contrived to give the that
Whit' wa a Irequrnt visitor at her
home and vrrj She brought
out his best points, and in her skill- -
ml hands lost embarrassment ami

while in his life.

Before the evening
was oxir Nan regarded Whit with
iliflcrnit ami she never dreamed
that everv thing had not come

Then Milly somehow got
me out on the porch, leaving Nan
and W hit together.

"Millj-- , vou're a marvel, the best
and sweetest ever.' I whispered.
"We're going to win It's a cinch."

"W rll. Connie, not exactly,"
she whispered back "But

looks "
I could not help hearing what was

in the parlor
'Now I roast jou." Nan waul

saying, archlv Mic had switched)
uack to ner lavoruc nasciiaii

"ion pitched a swell game last
Saturday in Rochester, didn t J'ous
?Cnl ! Yon liafl no steam, no
trnl ami vmi couldn't have curved a

ford that afternoon,
Vrt Van Tint Vnll'w 'll-a-

off. We'd do well to win at an, let
alone get shutout."

"You're a fine manager!" she re-

torted, hotly. "Why won't we win?"
"Well, the Rube's not in good

form. The Rube"

miiijHiuwK- -

jour love affairs with Nan, saucer."
and how she thought you had given i "Nail, what could jou expect?"
up just when things might have as the cool reply. "You sat up in
conic vour wav. Nan is a little flirt, ti,c stand with vour handsome friend,
but she's all right What's more, she 1 reckon I couldn't pitch. I just gave
was getting fond of Nan is ' the game awav "
meanest to the man she likes best. Whit "
The wa to handle her, Whit, is to Then I whispered to Milly that it
master her Play high and inightj'. might be discreet for us to move
Get tragical. Then grab her inup a little way from the vicinity,
vour amis I tell von, Whit, it'll all it was on the second day

jour way if jou only kcep'Uard that I got a chance to talk to
vour nerve. I'm your friend and o Nan. She reached the grounds early,
is Millj'. We're going out to ben before Milly arrived, and I found her
house prcscnllj and Nan will befjn the grand stand. The Rube was
there." down on the card to pitch and when

The Rube drew a long, deep breath! he started to warm Nan said con-an- d

held out his hand. I sensed, fidently that he would shut out Hart- -
stage of

Whit Hurtle.
"I reckon taken baseball

coachin'," he said, presentlj-- ,

scc why I other
kind. I'm only a an

hard mc, I'm

mi.

start
What

depended

Milly's

impression

wilcoinc

he

awkwardness

cvis,
about

naturallv

that
demurely.

hopeful

said
can

vernac-
ular,

con- -

cif..
a

watched

u

"Why!

after-com- e

up

"Stop calling him that horrid
name."

"Whit's not in shape. He's not
right. He's ill or something js
wrong. I'm worried sick about him."

"Why Mr. Connelly!" exclaimed
Nan. She turned quickly toward me.

I crowded on full canvas of gloom
to my already long face.

"I'm serious, Nan. The lad's off,
somehow. He's in magnificent physi-
cal trim, but he can't keep his mind
on the game. He has lost his head.
I've talked with him, reasoned with
him, all to no good. He only goes
down deeper in the dumps. Some-
thing is terriblj' wrong with him, and
of course if he doesn't brace I'll have
to release "

Miss Nan Brown suddenly lost a
little of her rich bloom. "Oh! you
wouldn't couldn't release him!"- -

"I'll have to if he doesn't brace. It
means a lot to me, Nan, for of course
I can't win the pennant this year
without Whit being in shape. But I

believe I wouldn't mind the loss ot
that any more than to see him fall
down. The boy is a magnificent
pitcher. If he can only be brought
around he'll go to the big league
next year and develop into one of
the greatest pitchers the game has
ever produced. But somehow or
other he has lost heart. He's quit.
And I've done my best for him. He s

beyond me now. What a shame it
is! For he's the making of such
a splendid man outside of baseball.
Milly thinks the world of him. Well,
well; there are disappointments wc
cant help them. lliere goes inc
gong. 1 must leave you. Nan, I'll
bet jou a box of candy Whit loses
todaj Is it a go:

"It is." rcnlied Nan. with fire in
her cjes. "You go to W hit Hurtle
anil tell nun I said it he wins to
day's game I'll kiss him!"

I nearly broke my neck over
benches and bats getting to Whit
with that message. He gulped once.

Then be tightened his belt and
shut out Hartford with two scratch
singles. It was a great exhibition
of nitclufle. I had no means to tell
whether or not the Rube got his
rcwaril that night, but I was so hap-
py that I hugged Milly within an inch
of her life.

But it turned out that I had been
a little premature in my elation. In
two days the Rube went down into
the depths again, this time clear to
China, and Nan was sitting in the
grand stand with Henderson. The
Rube lost his next game, pitching
like a schoolboy scared out of his
wits. Henderson followed Nan like
a shadow, so that I had no chance
to talk to her. The Rube lost his
next game and then another. Wc
were pushed out of second place.

If vie kept up that losing streak
a little longer, our hopes for the
pennant were gone. I had begun to
despair of the Rube. For some oc-

cult reason he scarcely spoke to me.
Nan flirted worse than ever. It
seemed to me she flaunted her con-
quest of Henderson in poor Whit's
face.

The Providence ball team came
to town and promptly signed Hen
derson and announced him for Sat-
urday's game. Cairns won the first
of the series and Radbournc lost
the second. It was the Rube's turn
to pitcli the Saturday game and I re-
solved to make one more effort to
put the love-sic- k swain in something
bke his old fettle. So I called upon
Nan.

She was surprised to see mc, but
received me graciously. I fancied
her face was not quite so glowing
as usual. I came bluntly out with
mj-- mission. She tried to freeze me
but I would not frcc7e. I was out
to win or lose and not to be lightly
laughed aside or coldly denied. I
played to make her angrv, knowing
the real truth of her feelings would
show under stress.

For once in my life I became a
knocker and said some unpleasant
things albeit they were true about
Henderson. She championed Hen-
derson roj'ally, and when, as a last
card, I compared Whit's fine record
with Henderson's, not onlj' as a ball
player, but as a man, particularly in
bis reverence for women, she flashed
at tnc like a little lioness.

"What do jou know about it? Mr.
Henderson asked me to marry him.
Can a man do more to show his re-
spect? Your friend never so much
as hinted such honorable intentions.
What's more he insulted mc!" The
blaze in Nan's black cjes softened
with a fjlni of tears. She looked
hurt. Her pride had encountered a
fail.

"Oh, no. Nan, Whit couldn't in-

sult a ladj'." I protested.
"Couldn't he? That's all you know

aLout him. You know I I prom-
ised to kiss him i" he beat Hartford
that daj So when he came I I
did. Then the big savage began to
rave ami he grabbed mc up in his
arms, lie smothered mc; almost
crushed the life out of mc. He
frightened mc terriblj--. When I got
away from him the monster stood
there and coolly said I belonged to
him. I ran out of the room and
wouldn't sec him any more. At first
I might have forgiven him if he had
apologized said he was sorry, but
never a word. Now I never will for-
give him "

I iad to make a strenuous effort
to conceal mj-- agitation. The Rube
had most carefully taken my fool
advice in the matter of wooing a
woman.

When I had got a hold upon my-
self, I turned to Nan white-ho- t with
eloquence. Now I was talking not
wholly for myself or the pennant,
but for this boy and girl who were
at odds in that strangest game of
life loc.

What I said I never knew, but Nan
lost her resentment, and then her
scorn and indifference. Slowly she
thawed and warmed to my reason,
praise, whatever it was, and when I
stopped she was again the radiant,
bewildering Nan of old.

"Take another message to Whit
for me," she said, audaciously. "Tell
him I adore ball players, especially

pitchers Tell him I'm going to thegame today to choose the best one.if he loses the game"
She left the sentence unfinished. Inmy state of mind I doubted not

he lu't tha? She meant to "'-- "?

wild upheaval of his arms and shoul- -
nmt',J a" er,un,,.nB volcano, whichtome that he believed it, too.

big crowd W?o seethemelhe
jveaher was perfect; Milly "tun in

y and .Spedrs declaredhad ,h we
and fro Prt"'e; R,.,bc s,alled to
ehief-- b,,,

'lkC a" ""Placable Indian
I"-- 1

,,apP' in ""nd-Calaimt-
ybreathed in the very air.

bf,gan- - beat outh,a
'on, h7" F"'flcd a"l StringerS ? ' beautiful triples

tertri?V,y- - ?WO runs! Worces-Rn- !
11l ,n, ,,le fieW- - The

he had?h,Wh,,e. Ml,h de'"mination;
fee co,rn!;P"fd f a.b""et and ptr- -

The game progressed, growinemore and more of a nightmare tome. h was Ilot Worcester's day.I, "np're C?.,M not straight- -

themXUb,ed and fuBht ang
roasted the um-pire and was sent to the bench- - Bo-Ba- rttripped hurting his sore ankleand had to be taken out. Henderl

-- y.. s.uw easy oau baffled mvplavers, and when he used speedthey l.ncc it straight at a Providencenejcicr.
In the sixth after a desperate ral-ly, we crowded the bases with onlyone out. Then Mullancy's hardto left. Seemingly good for three

rap
bases, was pulled down by Stone withone hand It was a wonderful catchand he, doubled up a runner at sec-ond. Again in the seventh we hada chance to score, only to fail onanother double play, this time by theinhcld.

itlIC'.r Iu?k not on'y bcld goodbut treble, and quadrupled. The ht-t- le
Texas-leagu- e hits dropped "safelyjust out of reach of the inficldcrsMy joys had an off day in fielding.

W hat horror that of all days in aseason this should be the one forthem to make errors!
But they were game, and the Rubewas the gamest of all. He did notseem to know what hard luck wasor discouragement, or poor support!

lie kept everlastingly hammering
3t tho!e 'ucJ?y ''rovidence hitters.

What speed he had! The ball streak-ed in, and somebody would shut hisejes and make a safety. But theRube pitched on, tireless, irresistiblv-hopefu- l.

not forgetting to call a wordof cheer to his fielders.
It was one of those strange gamesthat could not be bettered byTny

labor or daring or skill. I saw it waslost from the second inning, yet sodeeply was I concerned, so tantal-izing- ly

did the plays reel themselves
off, that I groveled there on thebench unable to abide by my base-
ball sense.

The ninth inning proved beyond ashadow of doubt how baseball fate
in common with other fates, loved tobalance the chances, to lift up one,then the other, to lend a deceitful
hope only to dash it away.

Providence had almost three timesenough to win. The team let up inthat inning or grew over-confide- nt orcareless, and before we knew whathad happened some scratch hits, andbases on balls, and errors, gave usthree runs and left two runners onbases. The disgusted bleachers cameout of their gloom and began towhistle and thump. The Rube hitsafely, sending another run over theplate. McCall worked his old trickbeating out a slow bunt- -

Bases full, three runs to tie! With
AslleeI! up and one out, the nois
in the bleachers mounted to a high-pitche- d,

shrill, continuous sound. Igot up and yelled with all my might
and could not hear my voice. Ash-vvc- ll

was a dangerous man in a pinch.
The game was not lost jet. A hitanything to get Ash to first and
then Stringer!

Ash laughed at Henderson, taunted
linn, shook his bat at him and dared
iiim co pur one over. Henderson did
not stand under fire. The ball hopitched had no steam. Ash cracked
". square on the line into theshortstops hands. The bleachers
ceased jelling.

Then, Stringer strode grimly to theplate. It was a hundred to one, in
that instance, that be would lose the
ball. The bleachers let out one
deafening roar, then hushed. I would
rather have had Stringer at the bat
than any other player in the world
and I thought of the Rube and Nan
anil Millj and hope would not die.

Stringer swung mightily on the
first pitch and struck the ball with a
sharp, solid bing. It shot toward
center, low, level, exceedingly swift,
and like adark streak went straight
into the fielder's hands. A rod to
riglit or left would have made it a
hpmerun. The crowd strangled a
victorious jell. I came out of mv
trance, for the game was over anil
lost. It was the Rube's Waterloo.

I hurried him into the dressing
room and kept close to him. He
looked like a man who had lost the
one thing worth while in his life. I
turned a deaf car to my players, to
evcrybodj-- , and hustled the Rube out
and to the hotel. I wanted to be near
him that night.

To my amaze wc met Milly and Nan '
as we entered the lobby. Milly wore
a sweet, smile. Nan
shone more radiant than ever. I
simply stared. It wan Milly who got
us all through the corridor into the
parlor. I heard Nan talking.

"Whit, you pitched a bad game
but " there was the old teasing,
arch, coquettishness "but you are the
best pitcher!"

"Nan!"
"Yes!"
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